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I DON'T want to seem crabby about

it, but I'd like to register an affidavit v
somewhere that I'm no matrimonial s
referee. Honest, that's one of the o

worst things I do.
Maybe you wouldn't think I'd have to s

say so; I guess most people would take it r
for granted. But, in ease there should be e
another pair like this Paige girl and .J. s

Kirby Brooks lurkin' anywhere in the i
background and foolish enough to call on s
mo the way they did.well, I want to s
warn 'em, that's all. I'm a romance
wrecker. And when it comes to directin' 1:
the course of true love down a stretch of ?
rough water, I'm about as helpful as a

plumber's apprentice tinkerin' a balky v
cuckoo clock. d
The sad part about this case was that r

I meant well. First off, Nancy Paige was
a favorite at our house, from Sadie to r

Mother Whaley. As for little Sully. J

well, say; if you want a real enthusiastic o

report on Miss raige, jusi usk linn. o
As a rule, too, Sully ain't so partial to si

young female persons.not yet. Gener- c

ally he hangs his head and pouts when a

they come around. But when Nancy
shows up he lets out a war-whoop and s
makes a dive for her. He'll tow her off e
to the play-room and chatter away to her
by the hour, as if she was a ten-year-old q
boy instead of a young lady goin' on b
twenty-two. , F

o
CORT of discovered Nancy, Sully did. fl

Let's see, it was one day summer beforelast that he came draggin' her into li
the yard by the hand and insists on showin'her his turtles and rabbits. Seems J
she'd run across him down the road apiece a

trying to capture a green garter-snake for e
his private zoo. And when she showed v
him how to spear it with a forked stick, a
grab it behind the ears, and stow it in an si

empty candy-box.well, after that he was A
hers for keeDS. c

"Say, Pop," ho confides to me one night, t!
"know who I'm goin' to marry when I ji
grow up?"

"Couldn't guess," says I. p
"Nancy," says he. V
"Does she know it?" says I. u
"Ho!" says he. "Course not." s:
And I suspicion that Miss Nancy thinks p

a good deal of Sully, though she never
takes on about him the way some do. n

"He's a real boy, isn't he?" is her usual s
remark after a session with Sully. n
Not one of the gushy kind, Nancy. A p

quiet, well balanced young person, with a

steady gray eyes that don't seem to miss b
much, and a trick of smilin' to herself as si
if she found lifo entertainin'. No frills or u
bluff about her.one of the kind that w
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folks to think much about herself.
Neighbors of ours, the Paiges have b

been, ever sinee we've lived out at Rock- fi
hurst-on-tho-Sound. In fact, they were fi
there long before we came, though their v

place down on the Point has been shut a
more'n it's been open. An odd, squatty, tl
gray old house it is, with a ramblin' col- a
lection of wings and sheds tacked on v

promiscuous, and mostly smothered by
vines and scraggly cedars. Looks sort of fi
run-to-seed, you know. t

Hut there's only Nancy and her mother; ti
and old lady Paige.Mrs. Dyckman- S
Paige, she is.has the name of bein' a bit w
peculiar. Not batty, you understand, but a

independent and freaky. Maybe that F
comes from havin' lived so long in such ti
outlandish places.Siam and Morocco, g
It was tryin' to cure Mr. Dyekman-Paige q
of something or other that started 'em h
roam in', and by the time he finally cashed U
in I guess she'd kind of got the habit, h
Anyway, I gather that she wouldn't have
come back to Rockhurst when she did, a
only the rest of the map was so mussed b
up with siege-guns and submarines. u
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And while she was pleasant enough
I'hen people took pains to hunt her up,
he didn't go out often or show any signs
if wantin' to mix much.
Mrs. Paige herself was kind of lame

ome trouble with one hip joint. A hooklosedold dame she was, with shrewd
iyes, prominent cheek-bones, and a solid
et chin. She was fond of get tin' herself
p in queer rigs, Japanese silk things ami
ueh. Smoked cigarettes, too, so they
ay.
"But, for all that," Sadie reports, "she's

right and interesting. 1 like her. As for
Cancy, she's a jewel."
So our house was one of the few places

.here the Paiges occasionally came for
inner; and, on account of Sully, Nancy
an in quite often. So much for thorn.

THIS J. Kirhy Brooks, now, was a differentproposition.one of Purdy-Pell's
ffioe staff that Mrs. Purdy-Poll had sort
f 1 n L'nii tin onrl onlupod 11> tl>/>

et. It was her idea, too, I suspect, his
omin' to the Physical Culture Studio for
course of boxin' lessons.
"Want to learn how to steam in a few

tiff ones, in case you get in a mix-up,
h?" says I.
"Why.er.not exactly," says he. "I'm

uite sure I should never allow myself to
ecome involved in.or.in that way.
tut I'm told that boxing tends to give
ne a bettor poiso.to make one more
exible, as it were."
"Well," says I, "you could stand a little

mberin' up, that's a fact."
That's how I come to get next to

. Kirby. Course, I don't know much
bout the bond brokerage business. 1
xpect it don't call for any shifty footwork,but bow he could be very useful
nywhere was beyond me; for his mind
sems to work almost as stiff as his neck,
.nyway, ho's one of these rubber-stamp
onversers: you know, never usin' anyhingbut book talk, always polite, but
ust as free and chatty as a set of stencils.
It's the same with his dressin'. Vory

articular about his clothes, J. Kirby.
t'hy, I expect if he was over caught out
earin' a soft hat with a frock-coat, he'd
neak home in a taxi with the blinds
ulled down.
Honest, for a salaried man he had some

lighty high notions. So many things
truck him as vulgar .table d'hote diners,ready-made shirts, tinted noteaper,havin' to carry home a package,
nd living at a boarding-house. He had
achelor quarters somewhere, and a lifth
liare in a valet. Also he sported silk
nderwear, drank tea for breakfast, and
'ore a wrist-watch. A reg'lar ehuppio,
arrin' his keepin' business hours.
And yet, .1. Kirby had made good in the
ond house. I'd known of his oomin' up
rom a elerk to one of Purdy-Pell's eondentialmen. And 1 understand he
'asn't so much of a flivver at the social
et. He had Mrs. Purdy-Pell as a eoacli,
he whole name bcintr to see if he couldn't
nnex some loppy young Gladys-Maude
'host-poppa would settle an income 011 her.
So I didn't take much notice of how
equent him and Miss Paige happened
a meet at our house. Still, they did seein
a get along together, after a fashion,
omehow, he appeared to know when he
'as likely to run across her at our house,
nd, either before or after he'd been to the
'urdy-Pells', he'd drop in. And Sadie's
ruined me when to duck in such cases. I'd
et glimpses, though, of Nancy sit tin*
uiet, watchin' him in that smilin' way of
ers. My guess was that she got more or
>33 amusement out of J. Kirhy, and that
e was sort of practisin' on iter.
And then, here the other night along
bout ten-thirty, as I'm settled eomfy
efore the livin'-room (ire, Sadie comes
p behind and taps me on the shoulder.

>r Kirby

"I was just smotherin' a gr
maid and hands me a f

"Shorty," says she, "some one wants to
see you."

"Eh? Me?" says I, rubbin' my eyes.
"A young man.some one you know."
"All right," says I. "Bring him in."
"But he wants to talk to you privately,"says Sadie. Then, in a whisper,

"It's Kirby Brooks. He's in the study."
"Huh!" says I. "What the blazes."
"Oh, do go in and hear what he has to

say," says Sadie. "I'm dying to know."

jyfAYBE I'd been more cordial if it had
been earlier in the evenin'. As it is,

I'm smotherin' a yawn as I strolls in where
J. Kirby is pacin' the floor restless.

"McCabe," says he, "I trust you will i
pardon mo for imposing on your good na-
ture in this manner, but." i

"Who's hoon ninohart for whof?" oovo' . I' °"JU
I. "If it's ft matter of bail bond, let's have
the details." i

"Oh, it's nothing of the sort, 1 assure
you," says he. "In fact, it's about.er. i
Miss Paige."

"Nancy!" says I. "What's she been
up to?"

"No, no!" says he. "You fail to under- i
stand. I am in a quandary, that is all." i

"Never met one," savs I. "What's it 1
like?" f
Ho shrugs his shoulders hopeless, but

begins all over again. Well, in his mealy- ]
mouthed way it took him near a quarter
of an hour to state the proposition; but
when I do surround the idea, believe me,
I'm wide awake. t

"So?" says I, surveyin' him slit-eyed.
"You've been careless enough to go and 1
get soft on Nancy, eh?"
He nods. "I have grown very fond of t

her," says he. li
"But you have your doubts," I goes on,

"whether she's quite good enough for
you." r

"Oh, I say!" he protests. a
"Amounts to that, don't it?" says I.

"But chiefly you're after a line on her 1
financial ratin'. That correct?"
He fingers his collar nervous, as if it li

was chafin' his neck.
"I mnrulu intntiHwl fn currnroof " oo«a V»*» «
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"that I <;ould hardly afford to.er."
"I got you," says I. ii
Then 1 blazes ahead sort of erisp:
"Now listen to me, Kirby, while I tell a

you a few things. First off, you're dead
right. She ain't good enough for you. p
not by a mile. You're too elegant a li
party for her.too classy and refined S
altogether. Course, you've come up >
from nothing much. 1 don't know just

ill, when out comes the
flobe full of goliljish."

where you started; but that don't matter.
You're a perfectly nice young gent now.
You keep yourself tubbed and tailored
and manicured like a pet Pomeranian.
you've practised pink-tea manners until
they come almost natural, and you do the
society patter so it can hardly be detected
from the real thing. While Miss Paige
.well, she's apt to be a bit crude, ain't
she?"

"Oh, see here," he breaks in. "I didn't
mean that she was not."

"Sure, 1 know," says I. "You're partialto her, though. And that's what's
apt to get you in wrong. But lentme
point out that she wouldn't do for you at
ill. Your talents run to usherin' at weddin's,and bein' nice to the patronesses at
subscription dances, and gettin' yourself
asked around. Nancy would want you
to play golf and tennis with her, and she'd
smear you at either. Besides, there's
mother. By the way, Kirby, how do youand Mrs. Dyckman-Paige hit it off?"
He sort of shivers.
"Rather badly, I fear," says he. "She

.she is always asking me if I have a
stiff neck. Once she insisted on rubbing
t with some atrocious-smelling oil. I
laven't been there since. Their home is
such a weird, old-fashioned place, too."
"Oh, well," says I, "what do you expect?"
He bit at that.
"But she is not really poor, is she?"
"So that's why you tackled me, eh?" I

lemands.
"I.I thought you would know," says

se; "and, naturally, I was."
"I see," says I. .I'll tell you this much:

he old girl is wearin' the same hat she
anded in nearly two years ago."
Kirby sighs deep.
"I.I thought as much," says ho. "Soryif I've bothered you, and.and thanks

.wfully."
GRINNED as I let him out the side
door, and when I goes baek to Sadio I'm

>okin' cheerful and satisfied.
"Wasn't it something about Nancy?"he asks.
"It was," says I, "but I put a crimp

ti it."
"You didn't discourage him, did you?"

ays she.
"Didn't I, though!" says I. "Whv. that

oor prune wont away with his mangyittle romance shot as full of holes as a
iwiss cheese. He won't hang around
lancy any more, I'm bettin'."
So it was more or less of a jolt, the very


